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The road conducted him over the top of a small hill
into a village. Save for a few stray rifle shots in the
distance everything seemed quiet as he approached.
He came to the conclusion that the infantry had
pressed right on. So he parked his car in the court-
yard of a farm and climbed to a loft in order to get a
good view. He was rather surprised when he arrived
there to discover no signs of any actual fighting. But
this surprise was as nothing to his next. Looking
up the village street, he suddenly saw a couple of
German motor-cyclists enter, followed by two lorry
loads of German infantry.

His first thought was characteristic of Reggie: " I
wonder what my first remark to them will be . . ."

His next was: " I must get out of here. . . . How
the devil can I ? ..."

At that moment inspiration descended upon Reggie.
It came in the guise of a desperate measure. But
nevertheless genuine inspiration it was.

He bolted from the loft and crept cautiously round
the walls of the farmyard to his truck, expecting every
moment to receive a bullet in his back. Nothing
happened and, looking as if he'd seen a ghost, Reggie
acquainted the driver and the wireless operator with
the alarming facts.

" Keep very quiet," he said. " I'll tell you what
I'm going to do. We haven't an earthly chance of
making a dash for it down the road. So I'm going to
get the battery to shell them. And while they're
taking cover we'll clear out. See ? "

He read in their expressions their unspoken com-
ments on his flash of inspiration.

" I know," he hastened to add, " we run a bit of

risk from the shells ourselves, but it's that or-----

Quick, give me the earphones."

In a few seconds he was through to the Battery and
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